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.   \                 I could distinguish nothing at first, then I saw the sick one, so
changed from the strong woman we once knew; her face pale
7 '                 and thin, her eyes filmy, her mouth open, her breathing heavy.
Everyone speaking in whispers, the doctors say she realizes nothing; but I believe she hears and understands all, though she can give no sign. She moaned when mamma touched her. Old Savelieff met us on the stairway; he burst into tears, and, taking mamma's hands, said, through his sobs: " You are ill yourself, you do not take care of yourself, don't you see, poor one!" I kissed him in silence. Then came his daughter; she threw herself on the bed, calling to her mother, who, for five days, has be_'n lying in that state. To see one's
L-^'                  mother dying from day to day!
I went with the old man into another room; how he has aged
t *O
in a few days!    The others have some consolation, his daugh-
'c '                  ter has her children, but he  is alone!    To have lived with a
wife thirty years is something.    Has he been happy with her?
"V^f1
but habit does much.    I   came back  to  the  sick one many
"e                    times.    The nurse is quite disconsolate; it is good to see in
lj                  a  servant so much affection  for a mistress.    The  old man
es                  has become almost childish.
re                                                           _____
^                      Ah, when we think how unhappy is man!   An animal may
show the face he pleases, he need .not smile if he feels like crying, he need not meet his kind if he does not wish; but
es                   man is the slave of all and everything.
)W                      And yet I inflict all those things upon myself.    I love to go
out and to have others come to see me.
ly                      This  is the  first time  I   went against my  wish, and  how
-c'                   often shall I be forced to smile when sad and  heavy of heart,
and to think that of myself I have chosen this life, this worldly life! Ah, but then I shall have no more sorrow when I am
Lls                    big; when he is with me I shall always be cheerful!
n                       Madame Savelieff died   last night.    Mamma and   I  went
"^                    to see her; many ladies were there.    How   describe such a